The light is thronged as is the dark;
But here the wise make no remark:
For if it comes to comments on
The glory, then the prime is done.

The lanes that end on hill or strand
Of this, the Many Coloured Land,
Are dearer than the burdened roads
That cross the Lands of Many Loads,

It's here that I get out to walk;

The Shannon's there for you that talk;

But I can only work my will

Where mountains leap and clouds lie still.
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